FOR SERVICES

ACT I

The scene is a terrace at the back of the Ardskys* house. French
windows lead out on if from the house^ and beyond is the
garden.

LEONARD ARDSLEY is the only solicitor in ILambkston and his
home faces the village street, fart of it is used as his office.

Tea is laid.  It is five o'clock on a warm afternoon in September.

MRS. ARDSLEY is sitting in a chair, hemming a napkin. She is
a thin., grey-haired woman of more than sixty, with a severe
face but kind eyes. She is very quietly dressed*

The MAID brings in the tea.

*
MRS. ARDSLEY: Is it tea-time?

GERTRUDE: The church clock's striking now, ma*am.

MRS, ARDSLEY: [Getting up and putting her sewing aside.] Go
down to the tennis court and tell them that tea is ready.

GERTRUDE: Very good, ma'am.

MRS. ARDSLEY: Have you told Mr. Sydney?

GERTRUDE: Yes, ma'am.

[She goes out into the garden. MRS. ARDSLEY brings
two or three light chairs up to the table, SYDNEY
comes in from the house. He is a heavy man of hard
on forty, with a big, fat face. He is blind and walks
with a sticky but he knows his way about and moves
with little hesitation.

MRS. ARDSLEY: Where would you like to sit, dear?

SYDNEY: Anywhere.

[He lets himself down into a chair by the table and puts
down his stick.